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"It's nothing, Pasha," she murmured, and hastened
back to the kitchen, her brows twitching nervously. But
after a brief struggle with her thoughts, she washed her
hands and went to him again.
"I wanted to ask you what you are reading all the
time," she said quietly.
He closed the book.
"Sit down, Mummy/'
His mother sat down heavily and straightened up, pre-
pared to hear something very important.
Pavel spoke without looking at her, in a low voice
which for some reason was very stern.
"I am reading forbidden books. They are forbidden
because they tell the truth about us workingwen. They
are printed on the sly, in secret, and if they find me with
them they'll put me in jail—in jail because I want to know
the truth, do you understand?1*
Suddenly she found it hard to breathe. Opening her eyes,
she looked at her son and scarcely knew him. Mis voice
was different—deeper and richer and more vibrant. lie
plucked at his fine soft moustache and gazed strangely off
into the corner from under lowered brows. She was afraid
for him, and pitied him,
"Why do you do that, Pasha?" she asked.
He raised his head and looked at her.
"Because I want to know the truth/' he answered calm-
ly and quietly.
His voice was soft but firm, and there was a stubborn
glint in his eyes. She realised he had pledged himself for
all time to something secret and frightening. Accustomed
as she was to accepting things as inevitable and to submit-
ting without question, she simply cried quietly, too crushed
by grief and anguish to find anything to say.
"Don't cry," said Pavel softly and tenderly, and she
felt as if he were saying farewell,
"Just think of the life we live! Here you are forty years
old, and what have you ever 'known? Father beat you—
now I know that he took his troubles out on you, all the

